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Lombroso Declares
Dante Was Insane.

It Is an Alleged Scientific Conclu~
sion for Which Nym Crtinkle
Sharply Takes the The-
orist to Task.

ROFESSOR LOMBROSO has arrived
at the wclentife conclpslon that Dante

. Allghler! was Insane.

o bhas not reached thls conclusion by
taking Dore's {Hlustrutions to bed with him,
ht by a severe analysls of the poet’s work,

' His opinfon is that such conceptions of

loaven and hell as Dante formed could

only be the produst of a mind made mor-
bl and unrelinbla by 1te concentration upon
puely subjective horrors.

The effort to shut this great genlus up

In the Bedlam of the past is 4 curious one,

and, If suceessful, must awaken some ap-

prehenalon s to the coming literary doom
of Goethe, Petrdrch and Shakespeare.

However, Lombroso 1s not first in the field.
_ Dr. Durand Farde! long ago arriyed at

+' pretiy mueh the same conclusion, only his
methods of Investigation wers more purely

‘eritical. Ha mrranged the different scenes

of purgatory and hell [h groups, extracted

all the phyalenl horrors and pronounced the
rediElt madnesas.

1t may be worth saying that this Is some-
thing like an arraignment of the Middle
Ages themselves, whose theclogic concepts
were pretty falrly reflacted .in the magie
mirror of Dante's Imagination. What is
eapeeially remarkable In Dr. Durand Far-
del, gs It s reémarkable In a pgreat many
other writers in our day of sclentific pre-
disposition, 8 that he cannot put himself
Iite the time of which he ls writing.

Renan is a fagmnt exampls of this In-
dbility to realize the conditipgns, moral and
Antellectnal, in which the men of ofher
"ages worked: Gibbon himself constantly
adjuated the crimes and the superstitions
of Roma fo a later Judgment, without msak-
ingp any allowance for the lodividual and
historic developmenti of the Roman era.
Tir. Durand Fardel brings to the terrible
soanes In Dabte's bell a uineteenth century
segibility, and then measores thelr mor-
hidity by the sensitiveness of his own
DATVES,

. It wonld be curiously fatal and unfair to
_ subjeet Jonathnn Edwards to this sort of
process. It ls very doubtful even if Shake-
speare, who ls for all time, could stand it.
IDEAS OF OTHER DAYS.

The whale of the Ghest's recount of pur-
gatory, or beil, In “Hamlet" Is strangely
‘lisenrdane and materinlistio to the now ac-
sopted: theotofle ldea of hell. And there

" ure plémty of ineldents and descriptions in
_ Bhakespeare that ean no more be acted be-
fore & mixed cvompany of our day than
Rabelnls cun be read to an evenlug party of
lindles and gentlemen.

Shukespeare s recklessly cruel and sem-
satlonal ut timfes, but it {5 extremely donbr-
L ful ‘thut the beap-balting nudlences of his
Jtjime thavght so, any more than they objeot-

ed to thelr children looking nt 2 man hong

g, ghains. The t.:u:t is tlmr. neluwr Pante

»

ol

n., -lﬂ-L

g sREle cenes o imaginatlon, 'eould tran-

. geend them In an apprebension of spiritual

facta which have been the resalt of ages of
nglow eduing process.

Thaute, who s far more fervid and Reuben-
efgne than Miltop, is searcely more ma-
rerislistie In lis drama or:his persongges.
In throwing thelr majestic sopnes n the
canvis they used the light,: or -in other
~ wowds, the knowledge of mankind, up to
rhe&r tlme. And [t [s extremely doubtful If

Ilistuﬂl‘ teacher save one ever went be-
rnlul the tonditions of evolution and appre-
Lension that surrounded him.

Profeseor Lombroso does not approach this
mh]ur-r. with the same llterdry patience that
Dr Faridal fondly belleves he poszessad.
“He comes at 1t with the knlfe of the physl-
olagist and cots s way fo any number of

. wotroborative faets Io the life of Dante.
(e percelves that at the ontset he is look-
g not for besuty, ‘buc for disease, and one
. dhmost lustintly foels that such deterdjina-
- tipn will be rewarded.
Poor Dante! We are dow told that he was
subjedt to epllaptic fits. Renan, It wiil be
remegabersd, made the same valuable dis-
covery in St. Paul, and now We come tp
tNink of i, there must be a trace of epl-
lepwy In most of the groat personages of
thie past, from Isalah down to Joan of Are,
though the garnered restimony of history
shaws os that the foaming at ihe mouth
and the guashing of teeth In salnt and siby!
have not to the people of their tims im-
palred thelr testimony or invalldoted thelr
stories.
A RIGHT AND A PROBABILITY.

e 14 priRT ]

A great deal of gllowance cught to be

made. for Dante's effectilsm, but that Is
~ just  exactly the &allowance that a
 pragmntfo savant, who is looking for
al leslon -and not for ~an tosplration,
alll not make. He 1s bound to have
4 post mniortemn exhiblt, and {t must
. D anld thir there I8 very llttle but
M cpduyer in b8 exposition. Dante had
10 = yuke Sathn O biv canvis. He had also,
Al suph B was writing an eple, to make
" ml the comprebenslon of hls age.
asés Nad to do the same thing. Mr. Hux.
foy thinks that Moses should have writtan
bis cosmogony with due reference to the
nebular bypotheals and the Copernlean sys-
tem. If he had, he might be called sane
in our day, but he wonld have been re-
farded a4 an ircedeemsble madman in s
own and generatlon, and that would
have frustrated hls work. JFor all prac-
fiea) purposes [t Is Detter to be called dn-
snne six hundred o alx thousand years af-
Aer you are dead thdan during your lifetima,
_ Just exactly how losape Dante's Satan
“looks to Lombroso, one must recall the de-
nthrlluu It Is that of & rare fowl:
l.mm vast. Salls never such [ maw, |
Outstmatched on the wide sea, No plumes bad
ey,
mwmhmmnhuut.uﬂtm

# three chios dlstilled lo. bloody foam;
mooth hid teeth a stoney champed,
mu with ponderous engine, so that three
Wars 18 this gulss tormentsd.
L}WDL‘R TO FROGREXS,
Satan, four hondred years later,
| haw hlt &h earnlvorous mediaevallsm and
hgk beguh 1o evolve princely gualitles.
CWhien wq areive at the eighiventh century
. Goethe robs bim even of Lis hoofs and tail,
~sod endows him with what Hazite called
= oan “attorney dotellgct.”™ The. fuct 1s that
& '—@ world was slowly giving over the at-
fumpt to make he concept of evil objective.
It had mo Dautes who covld de It with
! wlhr. even If Tt deslred such a

-4

devouring bat than it had for nnicorns or
battering rams. The deril and hell of
Dugote In the conceptions of men have been
superseded. But they fitted Into their tlme
and place, .

Darnte’s life was on the whole a sad one,
Oue does not wonder thit his lmperial
imugination dwelt upon forms of torture,
for his body had been made to feel the
ernelty of his age. Robbed, exlied,
bruised snd reviled, he was to confer upon
tils country an lmperigshable boon. No one
can read the accumulated facts of his
career, which centurles have unearthedl
with loving assldulty, without feeling that
he bnd every werrant for mental aberra-
tion. But that warraot has never been
discovered In his text by the generous
world that has hung open his wonds. That
he was naver suspected of Ingaulty before
French art came to bis ald, and French
sclence Insisted on an sutopsy, ls worth
noticlsg. Dore put him on the plcforial
stage, and used a good denl of colored
light, and the probability is that millions of
men know Dants only by what they have
seen of Dore's pletures. These grizzly
Illuminations which give us the hobgoblin
slde of medlsevallsm, are wholly destitute
of the philosoplc insight, the plalntlve and
tender touches, and tha matchless Tuscsn
mnsle of the eple. No one can know
Dante who bas not read “The Vitn Noova,"
in which with the youthful ardor of a
Romeo, he pours oup his soul upon Beat-
rice, and lays bara wWith a candor that sur-
passes even Shakedpeare, all the secret
springs of a erentive passion that inspired
and beatified everything It touched.

A PLAIN IMPOSSIBILITY.

Lonmibroso can no more undsrstand this
noble dementin, which Is as normal as the
tumults of Spring, than hls pupll Max
Nordau opn upderstand Colerldge or Wag-
ner, or Mr. Robert G. Ingersoll van under-
stand St. John, Nordau propounced Kuhla
Khan the jargon of a disordered braln, and
Swinburne has deelared thut It Is the one
matchless plece of supernaturalism in Eng-
lish verse. It makes all the difference in
the world whether you look at inspiration
through a stethoseope or a erystal. Lom-
broso trled to measure Dante's heat:
with ‘a ellaleal thermometer. It reminds
us,of Tyodall's prayer gauge and Talpe's
uendemle measursment of Milton. One
might as well' expect Beardsley to ilum-
inate Paseal or Mark Twaln to translate
the encomium moriae for a comle Dews-
paper.

It js the duty now of precise sclence to
search for the ldentities of madness and
jmagioation. The standard of both health
and ablllity is the prosale. Dante wos lras-
cible, valn, given over to gpells. In & word,
he was heard of. What better evidence of
mental aberration. "The Divine Comedy”

|ls'a fine symptom of lliness, and Lombroso

\s us nAppy Bs ‘A countty doctor wWho bas

discovered 2 case of appendicitis.
NYM CRINELE,

THE STORY OF ONE BARREL

A Memorable Incident In the Latin Quar-
ter Re-Calebrated in
New York,

A certiln art devotes of New York, who
15 also @ prosperous bugluess man, once
upon 4 time gave up business cares and took
& bold plunge Into the Joyous atmosphere of
the Latin Quarter In Parls. There he went
dally to the art school with the enthusissm
of any aspiring youngster stiil In his teens.
He llved with ‘the Amerienn students, sat
with them at the frugal board of the Cafe
des Arts, drunk with them the wine that
wis blue and In all respects bécame one of
them during that period of mingled pleasore
and drudgery. The taste that be got of the
bohemian life was distinetly to his Hklng,
and this, together with the broader view of
art which cume to him there, amply repald
him for whatever losses his business suf-
fersd during hils ahsence,

It\was when he was about to leave Paris
and the goodbys were belng sald that one
of the studeuts, who was a good deal of a
wag, but In whose beart there waos evident-
I¥ a yearning for home and the good things
of home, ealled him aside and sald:

“Say, old man, want to do something
handsome for the boys? Bend 'em some
American oysters. And eay, It you don't
mind, send them some Americgn whiskey,

What was suggested a8 a joke was taken
in énrnest by the New TYorker, and at the
ensulng Christmas season there arrived In
the Latin Quarter a  Christmas present
which led to great rejoleing and much
feasting and good cheer among the Ameri-
can eontingent. The gift was an fotensely
Americun one, consisting of a big barrel
filled with American oysters, which only
the rich can buy In Parls; American whis-
key In bottles, which the French bever
cottld appreciate; Vermont maple sugar,
which In Parls 1s an vnknown quantity, a
iast, but by no means the least lmportant
fenture of this unique bill of fare, & quan-
tity of American mince meat. There soon
cnme over seas to the New Yorker a mie-
morial, with dentimenis slgned by each of
the Cafe des Arts coterle, and expressing
thelr gratltude with just enough facetlons-
neps and drollery t& mnke It a mosterpiece
of eplstolary acknowledgment for favors
recelyved.

The other night In New York the devotee
of art revived pleasant memoriesof hla short
career ‘in the Parls art world and of the
American whiskey, oysters and mince meat
at a gathering of a dozen or more New
York artists, most of whom are pushing
well to the front in their profession and
some of whom are already there. The
story of”the Transatlantie eplsode of the
barrel of American dellcacles, from Its
origin In New York to its digastion in Paris,
was toid agale, and & replica of the punch
brewed at the Cafe ded Arts on festal oc-
caslons was passed around by a whiter
garbed Im white from ocaput to calves,
the fumiliar costume of his class i the
chieap restantunts of Parld. As to'the In-
gredients of that panch there waos but one
opiniou—it charmed by. I3 smoothtiess, but
surprised by Its subtle strength, which was
quite natural, sinee It was miogled of
such alcobolle strangers ss glavet and St
Crolx rum, two parts of the former to one
of the latter. Under Its lnspiration the
former art students of Parls got very jolly,

_.mmmmmmm mmd

Life Story of
Dr. Holmes.

First Authentic
History of the
Genial Au~
tocrat.

VER since the snnouncement that an
E aothorized life of Oliver

pearance of the
with ‘unususl interest.

work has been awaltea
The book will be

rendy for publicatlon on the 9th Inst, and
through the courtesy of the publishers,
Messrs, Houghton, Miflin & Co., ip faor-

plshing the Journal with advanie sheets,
something may mow be sald of the work.
The author is Mr. John T. Morse, Jr.,
who has aecomplished his task with the
cordial co-operation of the relatives of Dr.
Holmes. The two volumes are rickly lllus-
trated throoghout and Include the abto
blographieal notes and the correspondence
of Dr. Holmes., Tonching the autoblograph-
ical. notes, after the. genealogy occupy-
ing the opening pages, Mr. Morse says:
“It bas been somewhmnt widely belleved
thut Dr. Holmes, for some tHma prior to
his desth, had been engaged upon an auto-
blography. In polot of faet, he left only
some disjointesd notes #nd memorands, In
whlch he had not advanced beyond ths
period of youth, nor even ‘covered thdt
period thoroughly and consecutively, They
were dictated at odd moments, without
method, connectlion or revislon. Naturally,
therefore, they are ramhling, disjointed and
entlrely fragmentary, and often overlap and
repeat each other. It might be reganded
as a blogrepher’s duty to trent them as ma.
terial out of which to comstruct a narra-

WAS THIS THE GCONGCEFPTION OF AN

Wendell : per,

Holnles was belug prepared the ap-|

talk sentiment. I court my halt a little
more earefully, and bufton my coas
iittle tighter; my treble hss broken down
ioto- & bass, but stiil ‘T-have Uttle of the
look of manhood. I smoke most devoutly
and slog most onmustenlly, have written
poetry for an Annpoal, and have sesn my
Hteriry banotlings swathed In green sllk
aud repesing In the drawing room. T am
totally undeclded what to study; It will be
law or Physick, for I cannot say that
think the trude of authorship quite adapted
to thls meridian."

-y

Speaking of the birth of the Atlanttel

Monthly, Mr. Morse says:
wus without m first-clogs,
magnzine, I'utnam's Magazine, which by
its merit, had deserved fo live and pros-
had unexplainedly dled. Now the pub-
lehing firm of Philllps, Bumpson & UCo,
estubllshed” In Winter stréet, In Boston,
undiscouraged by the fate of thls predeces-

“The country
truly literary

sor, gallontly resolved o renew the ox-
pertment, and nvited James Mussell Lowell
to ‘met ns editor. He scoepted, but made

it n eondition precedent that Dr. Holmes|
should be the first contributor to be en-
gazed, ‘1. sald the doctor, long afterward,
‘who felt myself outside of the chormed
cirele drawn aronnd the scholars and poets
of Cumbridge and Concord, having glven
mysell to other studles and duties, won-
dered somewhat when Mr., Lowell Imsisted
ot my becoming a contributor. 1 looked
at the old portfollo and seid to myseld,
"Too latel too late!" Thias tarnished gold
will never brighten; these battered covers
will stand no more wear and tear; close
them, and leave them to the splder and
the bookworm.'

But Lowell, with shrewd Insight, pertl-
anclonsly applled a friendly pressure and
Holmes ylelded. As he afterward sald,
“Lowell awoke me from & kind of lterary
lethargy In which T wes half slumbering,
to call me to netlve service.” Hils useful-
ness began at once, for he christenad the
unborn babe and the name of *The At-
lantle,'" sinceé so famons, was his sugges-
tlon. "The mom de plume under which

The Secrets
of an Empire.

Rochefort’s New
Volume Is Full of
Amazing Dis~
closures.

HE Sunday Journal recently gave Some
Interesting extracts from the fArst
volume of Hernrl Rochefort’s memolrs,

whleh are nttricting considerable attention
at fhe present tiue In Paris, The gecond
volume has just been recelved here, and ls
even more interesting than the first, for It
embraces oue of the most exclting perlods
of the journalist's adventurous career—the
time which Intervened between his first ex-
{le and the siege of Paris and the rise of
the bloody Commune.

In dealing with the gonera! elections of
'89, Rochefort sirns aside to dash off this
pen pletore of Gambetta:

“At thit tlme Gambetta was already very
stout, He hed gradually trunsformed him-
self from n Cnesar to a Vitelllus, but when
1 first knew him, weveral years previous,
he was quite thin, with long, black halr, a
Jewlsh nose and &n eye protruding from
its socket In a manner which would
lead one to think It would fall out alto-
gether, 1t was, in fmet, so frightful to
look at that one momning, when I Wea
thking Tunch with my wife in a cafe in the
Pnlais Royal, fréequented by Gambetia, she
ponld not continue her lunch untll he had
gone away. It was later that he declded
upon the surgical operation which com-
pletely changed his appearance; so much,
in fact, that I could no longer rocognize
the real from the false eye. He did
wisely to resign himself to this operatlon,

INSANE MAN?

From Dante’s Infefrno.
“Lol" hes exclaimed, *lo! Dis; and lo! the place |

1 Where thou hast need to srm thy heart

tive; but the charm of reminlscence of early
days 1z gona when they lose the form of
reminlseences, and therefore 1 bave declded
to glve these Jortings, the nmusement of
an ol man's (elsure hours, just as they
were left by him, wiih some omissions, but
no changes."

A puragraph or two will glye an {dea of
the nature of these youthful reepllections.
“Pwo apectres hnunted my earllest years,
the dread of midnight visltors and the
visit of the doctor. 1 hardiy kEnew when
I was nat subject to feyrs when I was left |
alotie I the dack. Tlese terrora wore
vague and different at different times. 1
do.not say that T belleyed In gliosts, nor
yot that I disbetieved In thelr existence, hut
the strange sounds at night, the ercaking
of the boards, the howllng winds, the foot-

£l of aunimnals, voloes heard from o dis-

tance and unapponnted for—all such things

(kept me awake, restless and foll of stratge

apprétensions.  These fears Insted until,
on the approach of adolescence, I became
groatly nshdmed of them. T do not say
that 1 have got rid of these feellngs, und
to this day 1 sometimes fear a solltary
house, which F would not sleep alone in
for the fee¢ simple of the whole desérted
firm. I eannotescribe the amount of wor-
ty 1 hayve had from ithis source. Perhaps
the stories I heard from the country- “bred
inmutes of our kitchen kept this feellug
aliva."
LETTER-WRITING WASB ma:aom

Concerning the lotters of Dr. Holmes, Mz,
Morse exprosses the fear that his remders
may think thére ls too much roemolr and
too little correspoudence. “The fact 1s,
that letter-writing was to Dr. Holmes an
Ifksonie task. Hxcept to Motley and Low-
ell during thelr absences in Hurope, he very
rarely wrote spentaneously and in the wuy
of {riendslip, His letters, 1t will be ob-
served, were anlmost alwaya writien be-
colse some correspondent could npt cour-
teously be left unnnswered, or under the
gyrea of feas mild cowpuision of soine Fpe-
elal occaslon, Therelsvre his letrers dre
few." :

The reader, however, Is conscloas of no
ghortcoming fn this respect, There Is n
ties of correspondence, the grenter past of
wileh 1s #ddressed to the men and women
most distingonlshed In the modern world of
lesters. , The earliest letters are written In
1825, when Ire, Holmes was a yonth of
geventeen, and addressed to o friend,
Phineas Barnes, with whom Dr Holmes
corresponded during many yenrs,

In one of the first Br. Holmes says, In
spiuking of bimegelf: “When you rcome
here you mnst nor expect to spe in me n
atrapplug greandler or n beavded won of
Angk, but & youth of low statare and an
exceedingly face. Mo bo dure, 1}
unmlﬂﬁbﬂnulm:tm

| founded about the same s that the At:

‘schoclloy turns his pookets Inside out to

the new writer appeared was bapplly
chosen. “The Autoerat of the Brenkfast
Table,” now for more than a generution
a household word, was odd enough to at-
tract chirjosity when It first struck upon
the publle ear. ‘L'Autocrate a Ia table
du dejeuner, titre bazarre!" exclaimed a
pozzled  Frenchman, weitlng In a land
where they have no breakinst tables, and
It was & joke, which may have been
also a truth, that the proprietor of a well-
kno nwrellglons weekly assumed it to be &
cookery book."

Conearnlng the Saturday COlub, which was

Inntle Mouthly was, the book has much to
gy Brilllant. Indead. must those guth-
erings have beéen when, out of the dazzling
bewllderment of Londen scelety, which he
8o desrly loved, Lowell wrote: *“I have
never seen gociety on the whole so good as
T'used to meet at'onr Soturday Club.!! O
these good talkers Dr. Holmes wnsd proban-
blf the best. “Tt is as Impossible by any
string of deseriptive adjfectives to convey
the ‘charm of hls talk to those who never
heard bim at his best, ad it 18 to place the
tones nnd geatures of a dead sotor before
thie mind's eys of those who never saw
bitg. * = '* Hé had a curlous theory
dbout his talking, “The iden,” he sald, ‘of
& mun's luterviewing hitmself 1s rather odd,
to be sure.  But then that Is what we are
afl of us doing every day, I talk half the
time to find out my own thooghts, as &

g whint 1s 10 them,, One brings to llght
all ‘sorts of personal property he had for-
gotten In his inventory' ¢ ® ¢ Colonel
T. Wentworth Higglnson onee sald that in
his vislts o London, he had never met two
men whose tatk was so hahftunlly briltlant
ns that of Holmes snd Lowell, but that
they had not learned the London art of re.
pression, and, often monopolize the conver
sation too much; and he had a reminigcencs
of n dinner glven to Dr. abd Mrs Stowe,
at which T.owell endeavored to convinee
Mra. Stowe that the best novel ever written
was ‘Tom Jopes,” swhlle Holmes, at the
other end of the tahle, wis endséavoring
to convinge Professor 8tows (a clergyman)
that ‘all swearing owed (s origln to the
pulpit.t ..
“Pr. Holmes bad great admiration for
Professor Agassiz, nod used to ecall him
‘Lighig's Exteaet’ of the wisdom of ages:
And once when the profesor was swoy
jppon  one of his scientifiec  exeursions
aliong shme vomote, o semi-Civiliged  poo-.
I5|l:|= the doctor salid: ‘I entinot Help think-
ng what o feast (he ennnibals would have
if they bolled"down suell an exiraet!” A
witleian, one commentel very unfavorn-
by ulmn thls lI!tl Jest, expliafilng wltk
mare Briltish eifruu illlt It wiis,
HOOE-GRe, huea.une ermulbnis don't enre rm-
wisdom and would only lsve mutmm
m ﬁ w*w'm ‘ "l . m'.
mm"m’ 'ﬁt« ¥

it g

with strength!
Canto XXXTV., loes 20, m.

for if he bad not done so he would have
made such a repulslve lmpression on his
eleptors that his political eareer might have
bean very different."”

Bpeaking of the famous events In his life
of the same year, Rochefort says:

‘“I'ne Empress was then in Egypt for the
fnaugurntlon of the Suez (annl. "She wrote
to her husband regarding her reception by
the Khedive, lefters which I found lgter
in Napoléon's desk, snd which are extraor-
illnary, to say the least. Jn 'a style, and
with thé apelling of a servant girl, she sent
lim messages of thls kind: ‘Ismall-Pasha
tells me things which wonld make your
hale stand on end.™ T buve seen since
many letters sald to have been written by
Mme. Bonaparte, which wers yery well
written, correctly spelled and entlrely dif-
ferent to those which she dated from
Calro, There |8 ouly one explanatich to
this in my mind, and that is that most
of the letters signed by her and which
figure in autograph collections wers writ-
ten by ono of her ludles of honor. Cer-
talnly those whieh I found In the Tull-
eries, which teemed with soleclsms and
faults of French, were written by another
Den.

“To glve & feeble Idea of Napoleon's ridle-
ulous war tactles,” Rochefort goes on, “I
may elte this dispateh, which I found later
at the Tullerles:, *The Emperor to the
Minister of Wnrwﬂecehrad your dispateh.
We start to-morrow for Montmedy. In
orler to deceive the enemy lave published
In the papers that we've gone to Saint
Digler, with 150,000 men.' Could any one
imagine n more chlidish method of try-
ing to deceive the enemy? As I Prince
Frederic Charles wounld look to the Paris
papers for information concerning onr Paris
army. The Emperor, it Is true, was con-
glderably handicapped by Eugenle, who In-
alated on Interfering. For Instance, she
telegriphed once thut she wus nol plensed
with the method of one general dnd In-

slgted on his belng replaced by another,

to which her husband replied: ‘All right,

denr, it shall be as you say." Bonupartist

writers have stated that the Franco-Ger-
man war was extremely popular, and In
fact demanded by the natlon. Such 'state-
wents on thelr mrt 15 the helght of bud
falth. The war was the vesult of a conrt
intrigne, the prineipal Inspirer of which
wis General Bourbakd, commander of the
Imperinl Guard, who, on learning that the
Hohensollern: affair had been  arrenged,
cried at the 'Tollerles o {he presence of
the Empress: ‘It's too bad. I should have
been proud (o have the Ewmperor enter
Berlin at the hend of the Guard! The Em-
press on hearing this went lmmediately
to Napoleon's bedroom atid wolie him up
She made him get out of bed and go with
‘her o the Counell ropm to mnm,the dis- ||
ussicn, @nd- the ‘war, which bad hm

1, whs decided upon

/

A Burning Romance
of Old New England.

ADELON," the new novel which

m Messrs. Harper will publish {mme-

dintely, is the flrst work by Mary

E. Wllkins, nccording to the recolleotipn of

the wrlter, o appear In book form without
hiylog Been published serinily.

In other reapects nlse it is unlike her
foregoing storles. While the author still
Holds to Her recognleed milleu, the New
England described In this story'ls more re-
mote than she has heretofore portrayed,
anfl with the familiar local types there are
eertaln forelgn elements, notably the char-
geter of Madelon Hautvllle, the heroine,
“Anything of aMen race was looked upon
with a mixture of fear and aversion o this
village of people whose bhlood had flowed
In one course for generations. The Huut-
villes wera gald to have French and Indian
blood yet, In strong measure, in their velns;
It was certain that they had both, although
It was fairly back in history since the first
Hautville, who, report sald, wea of 2 noble
French famlly, bad espoused an Iroguols
Indian girl"

But race prejudices never yet prevented
jove, and two young men, who wera cousins
and of Puritan stock, fell In love with
Madelon, notwithstandlng that they were
fully aware of thelr lnck of wisdom in so
dolng. For Madelon was lovely, with an
exotlo lovellness that intoxicuted both the
young men llke some sweet, flery, unacous-
tomed wine. *“Yon don't set much store
by me, Burr,” sald one to the other as
they met on a snowy road one night, both
thinking of Madelon, “‘and I don't set any
too much by you; but we've got to swing
our shoulders one way, whether we will or
o, because our father and our grandfather
did befora us. Good Lord, mren’t men in
leading strings, no mattsr how high they
klck! You're going to see Dorothy Fair
when you wwant to see Madelon Hautville,
because you don’t want to (lo what you
want to. Well, go on. I'm golng to see
Madelon and hear her slng. I've given up
trying to +work against my own motlons,
It's no use; when you think you've dope It,
you haven't. You neyer can gef out of thls
one gait that you were born to except in
youir own looking glass. Go and court
Dorothy Falr, and in spite of yourself you ]
klas the other girl when you're kissing her.
Well, T sba'n't cheat Madelon Hautville
that way."

A FATR AND GENTLE WOMAN. i

But Lot Gordon was only partially right
in his analysls of his cousin's feelings for
Dorothy Falr, who came of u gentle and
self-controlled race of New England min-
{sters. “Her face was vory sweet to see; her
blue eyes and her soft lips were Inuocent
and fond undet her lover's gaze, Her little
white hand clung to his like a baby's.
Thers was f &west hollow under her chin,
above her fine lace collar. Her soft, fulr
curls smelt in his face of roses and laven-
der. The utter danlntiness of this malden
Dorothy Falt was ® geparate charm and a
fascination full of subtle and Innocent
earthiness to the senses of a lover.

There Is & most poetle deseription of how
they both looked at the ball, where the
storm burst:

“No costly finery had Madslon Hautville,
bnt she had done sonie cunning nesdlesvork
‘ou an old black satin gown of her motlier's,
and It was fitted us softly over her swest
curves ns A leaf over a bud. * * * Dor
othy Falr, with her blue brocade petticoat
tiiting airily as she moved, with her pluk
snd white fnee smiling out with gentle gay-
ety from her falr curls, stepped delleately,
pointing out her blue satin toes, around the
ballroom, with one lttle white hand on
Burr Gordon's arm,"

JEALOUSEY MADE A MADWOMAN,

The sight made Madelon mad with jeal-
onsy. Suddenly all her own benuty wus
cheapened. “She saw herself swart and
harsh-faced as some old savnge squaw be-
slde this failr angel. 8he turned on herself
a8 on bar reerennt lpver with rage and dis-
daln." And she fled from the scene 6f the
ball, alone thréugh the durkness, toward her
home. Ona lonely streteh of rodd alie saw a
shadowy fgure. "Presently she saw that
the figure was & man, and coming her
wany, and then her heart stood still, for
ghe knew by the swing of his shoulders
that it was Burr (Gordon. She threw back
her prond hend and sped along toward him,
grasping’ her knife under her cloak -and
looking nelther to the right or left. She
swerved not @) balr's breadth when she
came close to him—so ¢lose that their
shoulders altnost touched In passitg In the
narrow path. Suddenly thers was a qulck
aigh o her ear, 'Oh, Madélon!' Then an
arm was flung around ber walst and hot
Hps were pressed to her own. The mixed
Dblood of two races, in which metion is quick
to follow Impnlse, surged up to Madelon's
head,  Bbs drew the band which held the
knife from under her clonk and struclk.
‘Hiss me agaln, Burr Gordon, If you darel’
she erled out, and her cry was met by a
groan as he fell away from her into the
gnow. * * * Madelon stood for a second
looking at the dark, prostrate form, ns one
of her Iroquols ancestprs might have looked
at 8 fallen foe befors he drew hls scalping
knife;" then suddenly the surging of jthe
savage Dlood in her ears grew faint. She
foll down on her koees beslde him. ‘Have
I killed you, Burr? she sald, and bent her
face down to hlz—and It was not Burr, but
Lot Gordon! Madelon felt along his slde
and hit the handle of the clagp-kilfe, firm-
Iy fixed.

* ‘Don*t try to draw It out—you camnot,’
aald Lot, and hls pain forced a groan
from bim. ‘I'll Hve, f I can, tlll the wound
Is henled, for the suke of your peace, Run-
ning back towsrd the willage Mgdelon en-
eonntered Burr and told him what had bap-
pened. ‘I met your cousin Lot Jnst below
here and he kissed me, and 1T took him for
you and stabbed hiw, If you must know,'
he sobbed out, drgly.

“Burr ghve & choking ory of lmrror. 1
think I—have killed him,' sald she, and
pulled hins on faster. ‘'And you meaat to
kil me? ‘Yes, I ¢id.’

A DARBK WISH FROM A FIHRCE HEART.

1 wish to God you had!l" Bure erled
out, with a sudden flerce anger nt blmself
and ber; and now he hurrled on faster than
she.

“Hearing others approaching, Burr in-
ducedl Madelon to protect herself by fighr,
assuring her that Lot was not dead, and
that lle woulidl eare for him. Thus it hap<

Mary E. Wilkins’s New Novel, “Mad-
elon,” Puts Strange Elements in
a Staid People and Flings
Puritanism Aside.

telling the truth. But no ons helleved hee
atory, thinking sbhe wns endeavoring to
shield her lover. His lips werp sealed, and
the wounded man, beginnlng to recovet,
wns silent also. As o last resort Madelon
went to him,

“**Bpeak now," sald she. Lot Gordon
looked up at her, ‘T fell you, speak! I
will not bear thls any longer. I am at the
end." SHll Lot Gordon looked up at her
allently, '
““Then Madelon made a quick motion in
the folda of her skirt, and thers was tha
long gleam of & huntlng-knife above the
man in the bed. Margnret Bean, standing |
by the door, shrieked faintly, but she ald
not etlr,

‘T have tried everything.' sald Madelon.
‘This 1a the iast. Speak, or I will malke
your upuk!.ngl of no avall, T will strike
agnin, end thls time they shall fnd me
beside you, and not Burr. My new gullt
sball prove my old, and they will bang me,
and not Mm. BSpeak, or, before God, I will
strikel
""Then Lot Gordon spoka
Madelon,” sald he.

*'Say what I bld you, Lot Gordon} not
that.’

“ *All your bldding !s in that.!

YAWHL gou?

T will elenr—Burr.*

“Madelon sllpped her knifs awsy, und
stood back. Margiret Bean slunk further
around past the bedpost. Neither of them
counld see her,

THE TRUTH AT FEARFUL COST.
“*On ona condltion,’ sald Lot Gordon,
**Whnt?

““That you marry ms,’

“Madelon gasped. *You?

"Lot laughed falntly, stretching his
ghastly mouth, “You think It is an offer
of ;redlock from a churchyard knlght,' he
wsuld.

“ ‘You are mad to talk so,! she sald.

" 'No madder—thun—my ancestors made
me,' Lot stammered feebly. Great drops
of sweat stood on his forehead.

“Madelon moved toward him with p cu-
rious, pushing motlon, s If she thrnst out
of her way Her own will. She bent over ,
hlm her white face, holding her body
alsof. “L will marry you, come what will,
Now, set him free.

“Later, when Burr was tru, she stood
by her promise,

“*But,” she sald to Lat. 'bave you
thought well of what you do, Lot Gordon?®
“Lot looked up at ber and smiled and the
smile gave s cuorlously gentle look to his
face, In spite of the sharp light In his eyes,

** ‘The thought has béen my mekt and my
drink, my mediclie and my breath of life,’
sald he. '

“If I were a man I wonld rather take a
sonke to wy breast than o woman who held
me as one.'

** “I'wo paralle] lines can gooner meet than
® woman know the heart of a mun. Whlt
do T ¢are so 1 hold you to mine}

“Madelon stood further away from hlm.
but her eyes dld not fall before hls

““Why did you lie?” sald she. ‘You knew
1 stabbed you, and not :oul:'seif. You are a
Hiar, Lot Gordon.'

“But Lot still smiled s he answered her.

* ‘However It may be with other men, no
happenitg has come to me slnce I set foot
upon this earth that I brought not upon
myself by my own deeds. The hand that set
the kolfe In my slde was my own, and I
have not led."

'* ‘Yon have lied. Tell them the truth.”

"I have told the truth thut lles at the
bottom of the well.” |

“ *Cnll them all in now, and tell them—I—
dald it; f— '

“Lot Gordon ralsed himself a Httle and
lpoked at her with the mocking expression
gone suddenly from his face. ‘What good
do you think it would do If 1 dld, Madelon?®
be sald, with a strange aadbess ln his volee,

“Ble looked &t him,

A HOPELESS FUTURM.

*“ ‘1 ghall not die of the wound, You ean't
escape me by prison or a disgracefnl denth,
and, a8 for me, do you think It would make
any difference to me if all the village polnt-
ed at you, Madelon®

“Madelon looked at him as If ghe were
frouen.

“The only way to be set loose from your
promise ls by your own breaking it sald
Lot.

1 will keep my promlse,’ sald Madelon.
shutting her lips hard upon her words: She
turned away.

“*Madelon,’ sald Lot, She went toward
the door as If she did not hear. ‘Madelon.”

“8he turned her white face slightly tow-
ard hin and paosed. 5
" iWont you come here to me a moment?

“ [ gannot until I am drelven to 1t!' she
erled out, pussion leaping Into her volce fike
fire. ‘I cannot go near you, Lot Gordon.'

“She opened the door, and then ghe henrd
a sob, She hesltated a second, then looked
around, and Lot Gardon's tiny body was
curled about In his chale and quivering with
sobs llke any child's,

*Oh,' gronned Lot, wenldy. in his hoarse
volee, *the hardest thing in the world for
love to brulse himseif against 18 the tender
heart of 8 woman when 'tis not inclined g

“Madelon cloged the door, and went back
and stood oyer him. She looked at him
with a curlous expresslon of plty struggling
with loathing, ns she might have looked nt
some wounded reptile. y

“orWell, 1 am here,' she soid, In 4 harsh
volee,

#4AN my lifé my heart bas had cothing,
and now what It has It has not,' moaned
Lot, a8 If It had beea to bis mother. FHe
tooked up at her with his hollow blue eyes
swimniing In tears, He seemed for o min-
ute lke a little alllng boy appealing for
symputhy, and the latent motherhood 1n the
girl responded to that.

o ayoy kuow I eannot help that, Lon' she
sald.  *You know how yon forced me luto
thig to save the onc 1 do love!.

“4Dh, Madelon, can't you love me?

But Lot Gorden fonnd. a8 most mon and
womet find sooner or Hiet, thut love can
neither be glven nor taken awsy st willy
and Miss WiHkins s mans thngled thrends
to uutle before bringing lbior wew tragle
novel toia eoncluslon..  As seld in the bes
gluning, It boars little ruseinblotee to. any
of her other work, hut whethier the dlffer

“Madalon,"”

‘I love you,

thnt am wis fouud with Iﬂs
| aecnsed 4




